HO            A MUMMER'S TALE

the choir* Like the DtaUe boiteux^ he musts
bestriding his crutch, have soared above the heads
of the congregation, to pass as he did in the
twinkling of an eye from Morlot5 the deputy, who,
being a freethinker, had remained in the parvis,
to Mane-Claire kneeling at the foot of the
catafalque.

At one and at the same moment he whispered
into the ears of all a few nimble pmases

'* Pradelj can you imagine this fellow going and
chucking his part, an excellent part, and running
off  to  kill  himself?    A   pumpkin-headed   fool !
Blows out his brains just two days before the first
night    Compels us to replace him and sets us back
a week.   What an imbecile !    A rotten bad egg.
But we must do him justice; he could jump, and
jump well, the animal.    Well, my dear Romilly, we
rehearse the new man to-day at two o'clock*    See
to it that Regnard has the script of his part, and
that he knows how to climb on to the roof.    Let us
hope he won't kick the bucket on our hands like
Chevalier.     What  if  he,  too,  were   to   commit
suicide (     You  needn't laugh.    There's  an evil
spell on certain parts,    Thus, in my Marmo Fatten,
the gondolier Sandro breaks his arm at the dress
rehearsal.     I   am   given   another   Sandro,     He
sprains his ankle on the first night,    1 am given a
third,   he   contracts   typhoid   fever.     My   little